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Bonapartist Fox.     The thought temporarily silenced even the
strongest opponents of appeasement.

In April, 1802, London celebrated the official Proclamation of
Peace. The general, unthinking view was expressed by Southey's
landlady who, after struggling in the crowd till two in the morning
in a vain attempt to see the illuminations outside the French Con-
sulate in Portman Sguare, execrated all who disliked the Treaty,
congratulated herself on the fall in the price of bread, hoped that
Hollands gin and French brandy would soon fall too, and " spoke
with complacency of Bonniprat." 1 The crowd was prodigious, the
principal streets as bright as day with rows of candles blazing in all
the windows in twin, interminable, tapering lines of light, the
fashionable gaming-houses in St. James's Street resplendent with
lamp-lit crowns and patriotic inscriptions and transparent pictures
" emblematical of peace and plenty." 2 And far away in Grasmere,
Dorothy Wordsworth by the lakeside watched the moon travelling
through the silent skies, the stars growing and diminishing as the
clouds passed before them. The sheep were sleeping and all things
quiet.

A few weeks later Bonaparte received from his people the price
of the settlement he had given them. By a plebiscite of three and
a half millions to eight thousand they affirmed that he should be
Consul for life. From that day he called himself Napoleon. The
era of the Caesars had returned to Europe.

Yet the masterpiece of knavery and cunning by which the
great Corsican had won his ends from England laid the foundations
of his own destruction. He had tricked the stubborn, stupid
islanders, who did not know their own strength and the power of
the terrible weapon their sea-captains had forged, into relaxing their
stranglehold on his ports and restoring his colonies. He had gained
eighteen months to revictual and refit the armed camp in which
he chose to live, and with it twelve years of dominion and trium-
phant war. The sea winds with which France now filled her ex-
hausted lungs fanned the distant camp-fires of Austerlitz, Jena and

Friedland.

1 Espriella, II, 50.
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